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THE   OLD   LIFE  AND  THE   NEW 

NOT  as  once  with  shrinking  heart  and  fearful 

The  long  white  road  I  take, 
Not  as  once  with  thoughts  I  let  be  tearful 
For  very  sorrow's  sake ; 

Nay,  I  have  done  with  folly, 
Have  put  off  melancholy, 
And  joyful  now  take  up  my  heavy  pack, 
Not  looking  back, 
But  forward  pressing  on, 
Joy  my  companion. 
And  every  day  my  burden 

Grows  lighter,  and  a  song, 
Not  grief  is  mine  for  guerdon 

As  I  march  along ; 
My  feet  are  firm  and  strong. 
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For  I  love  now  the  road  on  which  I  travel, 

And  I  know  now  the  goal  to  which  it  leads ; 
And  I  have  now  no  secrets  to  unravel, 

Beyond  life's  ever  simpler  ever  sweeter  needs. 

I  have  no  comrade,  no  friend, 
They  have  fallen  from  me  on  the  dusty  road, 

Each  sunk  beneath  his  load, 
And  weary  of  the  journey  without  end. 

Now  I  know  that  each  must  walk  alone, 
The  greater  part  of  this  long  lonely  way ; 
For  one  is  here  to-day, 
And  with  to-morrow  gone, 
And  yet  I  make  no  moan, 
For  ever  onward  on 

Is  now  my  watchword,  and  I  forward  press, 
Undaunted  though  companionless. 

Not  of  another  cometh  our  salvation, 
Though  helped  of  friendship's  hand, 
Of  the  soul's  self  dawns  Heaven's  revelation, 
The  light  that  leads  into  the  promised  land. 
But  whence  this  change, 
That  works  in  me — 
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This  sudden  strange 

Wild  ecstasy  ? 
Why  is  it  that  I  sing  beneath  my  load, 

Along  the  dusty  road  ? 
Why  is  it  that  I  now  no  longer  fear 
The  midnight  hours  drear  ? 
Why  is  it  I  rejoice  ? 
I  heard  a  voice,  » 

Like  unto  that  which  sounded  first  in  Aidenn 

"  Come  unto  me  all  ye  that  are  unblest, 
All  ye  that  labour  and  are  heavy-laden, 
And  I  will  give  you  rest." 
Ah,  words  the  loveliest 
That  ever  music  breathed,  for  now  my  soul, 
So  long  without  an  aim, 
A  purpose  doth  control, 
And  it  hath  found  a  quest, 
Beyond  what  love  can  dream  or  beauty  name. 
So  ever  forward  pressing, 

I  hear  to  music  sweet, 
That  angel  voice  repeat, 

Its  message  like  a  blessing. 
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And  to  its  rhythm  beautiful  my  feet 

Keep  time :  it  leads  them  on  and  on, 

Like  a  golden  clarion, 
Through  the  desert  flowerless, 
And  the  howling  wilderness. 

And  there  has  come  a  change 
Most  wonderful  and  strange, 

A  grace 

Like  that  of  dreams, 
Even  unto  the  face  of  common  things, 
Even  unto  the  solitary  place  : 
For  in  the  wilderness  are  water- springs, 
And  in  the  desert  streams. 
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YOUTH   AND  AGE 

THE  dim  room  grey  and  old, 

And  he  not  old  but  grey, 

In  whom  wild  youth  had  never  had  her  way, 

Worker  in  precious  stones  and  curious  gold  ; 

Who  lived  a  life  apart, 

Lonely  and  wholly  dedicate  to  art. 

And  he  had  never  heard 

The  kindly  language  of  the  human  heart, 

Nor  said  its  sweetest  word, 

Listening  to  that  insistent  urgent  voice, 

Which  brooks  no  baser  choice, 

No  heart  half-given  to  its  own  desires, 

But  fans  fierce  inner  fires, 

All  other  thought  consuming.     And  for  him, 

The  low-roofed  chamber  dim, 

Was  haunted  by  a  lovely  presence,  less 

An  actual  being,  than  a  consciousness — 

A  spirit  that  unseen 
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Breathed  in  his  listening  ears  the  large  serene 

High  utterance  of  Beauty,  speaking  low 

Some  secret  of  his  art,  now  long  ago 

Forgotten ;  and  his  hands 

Would  shape  the  willing  gold, 

With  nervous  touch  to  wear  the  magic  old 

Of  long-lost  legend  lands. 

And  he  could  dress 

Rare  gems  with  more  than  their  own  loveliness, 

Taught  of  that  unseen  presence.     He  had  wealth 

That  ever  grew  by  stealth, 

For  he  had  simple  needs — the  small  expense 

Of  childlike  innocence. 

And  still  for  him 

Sufficed  the  old  grey  chamber  dim, 

Beneath  whose  low-hung  beams 

Hovered  the  sad-eyed  dreams. 

And  he  had  fear, 

Their  beauty  might  not  haunt  him  otherwhere, 

That  ampler  light  and  space 

Might  darken  that  invisible  sweet  face 

Which  was  his  inspiration.    So  the  years 
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Passed  without  change,  nor  brought 

Life's  human  joys  and  tears. 

He  lived  in  a  still  atmosphere  of  thought, 

Whose  only  hopes  and  fears 

Were  for  the  beauty  of  the  thing  he  wrought. 

But  as  time  passed,  his  name 

Increased,  and  many  came 

Up  the  old  crazy  staircase  to  the  gloom 

Of  his  small-windowed  room, 

To  pledge  some  costly  jewel,  or  to  pry 

Upon  his  curious  workmanship : 

Yea,  many  a  cool  sweet  finger-tip 

Had  touched  his  treasures ;  many  a  lovely  eye 

Looked  love  on  them,  and  wonderingly  at  him, 

Whose  beautiful  still  face 

Seemed  to  belong  to  ages  old  and  dim, 

And  wear  the  far-off  grace 

Of  dreams.     And  so  she  came, 

That  visible  sweetness,  bringing  light  and  bloom 

Into  the  old  grey  room  ; 

Who  with  the  snare 

Of  her  young  beauty  caught  him  unaware, 
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Yea,  even  in  that  one  moment's  space, 

When  first  he  saw  her  face, 

Framed  in  its  aureole  of  auburn  hair, 

Looking  its  joy  upon  him  as  she  stood 

In  the  low  doorway,  with  the  unconscious  grace 

Of  her  pure  maidenhood, 

And  heard  her  voice, 

That  left  his  soul  no  choice 

Of  melody.     She  was  youth's  crowned  queen, 

Aye,  rosebud  seventeen, 

With  April  airs  replete, 

Slim,  delicate  and  tall, 

Cold,  fragrant,  virginal ; 

With  mutinous  mouth  and  sweet, 

Set  in  a  wilful  curve, 

And  eyes  that  did  preserve 

The  secrets  of  a  proud 

Pure  soul.     He  stood  with  bowed 

Grey  head,  and  she  came  near  to  him  and  spoke, 

And  at  her  voice  his  buried  youth  awoke, 

And  its  imprisoned  hours 

Shook  off  their  chains,  and  went  a-Maying 
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Into  the  bloomy  meadows  straying, 

Seeking  the  flowers 

He  might  have  gathered,  but  now  sought  in  vain 

From  springs  long  vanished 

And  summers  cold  and  dead. 

And  now  her  voice  stirred  a  strange  secret  pain, 

For  seeing  his  absent  thoughts  she  spoke  again, 

And  came  a  little  closer,  till  he  stirred 

At  her  near-breathing  sweetness.     "  I  have  heard 

Your  skill,"  she  said,  "  in  imitation  true 

Of  the  lost  arts  in  gold, 

Of  giving  to  things  new 

A  beauty  strange  and  old." 

And  from  the  fold 

Of  her  faint-breathing  bosom  she  outdrew 

A  carved  and  curious  box  of  ivory  made, 

Wherein  was  laid 

A  little  golden  idol,  so  lifewise 

A  spirit  seemed  to  dwell  in  its  dead  eyes, 

A  soul  of  evil.     "  See,"  she  turned  her  sweet 

Proud  glance  on  him,  "  one  of  his  little  feet 

Is  lost,  can  you  replace 
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The  limb,  and  leave  no  trace 

Of  its  renewal  ?  "     They  together  bent— 

The  gold  head  and  the  grey — 

Above  the  hideous  broken  charm  that  lay 

In  her  pink  palm.     And  still  they  leant 

Nearer  and  nearer,  she  intent 

To  hear  what  he  would  say ; 

And  he  scarce  breathing  for  some  subtle  scent, 

That  took  his  breath  away. 

And  as  he  raised  the  charm 

From  her  cool  fragrant  palm, 

She  for  the  first  time  looked  upon  his  face, 

So  strangely  out  of  place 

With  its  environment, 

And  wondered  at  the  grace 

Of  his  fine  features,  and  at  the  low,  grave, 

Sweet  voice,  with  which  he  gave 

Assurance  of  his  skill  to  make  complete 

Her  broken  toy.     And  her  proud  eyes  grew  sweet 

And  tender  as  she  thought 

Of  life's  unequal  chances — hers  its  bloom, 

And  his  the  lot  of  that  dark  narrow  room, 

16 


YOUTH  AND  AGE 

Where  no  day  ever  brought 

The  sun.     But  as  with  kindly  graciousness, 

She  drew  him  on  to  speak 

The  wonders  of  his  art. 

Her  deepest  thoughts  seemed  weak, 

Their  beauty  meaningless, 

Before  the  purpose  of  this  single  heart : 

Rich  gems  he  showed  her — stones  of  every  hue, 

Rubies  and  unset  pearls 

Of  velvet  skin  more  milk-white  than  a  girl's ; 

Turquoises  blue, 

Opals  whose  souls  are  seen  through  rainbow  mist, 

The  purple  amethyst, 

And  diamonds,  whose  inner  shine 

Is  like  still  golden  wine  : 

Until  the  dark  room  grew 

As  if  by  magic  to  some  cavern  old, 

Some  grot  of  secret  gold, 

And  hidden  treasure,  lost  in  a  wild  wood, 

Lit  with  unholy  gleams 

From  its  own  evil  eye. 

And  now  she  understood 
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This  dreamer's  world  of  dreams, 

That  strove  to  add  a  lustre  of  their  own 

For  each  pure  gem  to  be  remembered  by. 

And  scarce  she  checked  a  sigh, 

Knowing  his  soul  a  purer  thing  than  hers, 

That  longed  to  make  these  stones  but  ministers 

Of  her  frail  mortal  beauty.     And  that  day 

Was  one  of  many  days 

When  she  would  come,  and  with  her  April  bloom, 

And  gracious  girlish  ways, 

Gladden  the  old  grey  room  ; 

Driving  that  unseen  loveliness  away, 

Whose  beauty  brooks  no  rival.     But  to  him, 

A  troubling  spirit  came — the  restless  heart 

That  stills  the  voice  of  art, 

And  deadens  brain  and  limb, 

And  makes  of  quiet  an  unquiet  thing. 

Now  he  for  hours  would  sit  with  idle  hands, 

Counting  time's  leaden  sands, 

That  once  had  run  so  golden,  listening — 

How  oft  in  vain  for  light  steps  on  the  stair ; 

Dreaming  a  girl's  pure  face, 

18 


YOUTH   AND  AGE 

Framed  in  its  aureole  of  auburn  hair, 

Recalling  each  elusive  haunting  grace 

That  made  an  hour  so  fair. 

And  still  she  came  and  lingered  unaware 

Of  her  strange  peril,  without  thought  in  sooth 

Of  her  sweet  lure  of  youth 

For  one  that  to  its  joyous  eyes  seemed  old. 

It  was  not  he,  this  grey  artificer 

In  precious  stones  and  gold, 

Should  touch  to  warmer  tints  her  beauty  cold ; 

Albeit  he  seemed  to  her 

Cast  in  that  gentle  mould, 

Which  her  pure  dreams  had  fashioned  such  a  face 

As  from  the  rainbow  windows  of  romance, 

Looks  down  with  knightly  glance. 

Ah,  but  for  youth's  lost  grace 

She  might  have  loved  him.     And  this  consciousness 

It  was  that  drew  her  feet 

So  oft  to  his  dark  room  companionless, 

And  turned  her  proud  eyes  sweet, 

Pitying  his  loveless  life.     She  did  not  guess 

His  heart's  fierce  inner  fires, 
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Nor  dream  it  hid  desires 

Beyond  the  one  loved  art  at  which  he  wrought. 

She  did  not  know  the  stir 

Of  his  whole  being  at  the  step  of  her, 

Nor  that  his  soul's  one  thought 

Was  now  her  face.     She  did  not  see  him  sit 

Hour  after  hour  in  dreaming  idleness, 

Letting  her  beauty  flit 

Before  his  eyes  with  far-off  phantom  grace, 

Pale,  proud,  and  pitiless. 

And  if  she  thought  his  face 

Grown  greyer,  and  more  sad,  she  knew  the  power 

Of  art  to  snatch  from  sleep  the  poppied  hour. 

And  so  she  came  and  went, 

On  those  infrequent  days  without  event 

In  pleasure's  calendar — her  eyes  to  gloat 

On  beauty  nearest  to  a  woman's  heart : 

To  wreathe  her  slender  throat 

With  pearls ;  or  she  would  play 

A  more  imperial  part 

Crowning  her  massy  hair 

With  diamonds.     And  as  she  stood  one  day 
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Before  him  in  her  beauty,  with  the  air 

Of  some  young  queen  new-crowned,  to  him  there 

came 

A  thought  that  turned  to  flame, 
The  embers  of  his  genius :  he  would  dress 
Of  those  pure  gems  first-named  in  preciousness 
A  starry  diadem, 

And  crown  her  queen  of  beauty.     Now  no  more 
He  feared  the  lonely  hours,  for  to  them 
Returned  the  unseen  loveliness  of  yore, 
Albeit  with  steps  reluctant  and  sad  eyes, 
And  looked  for  the  last  time 
Upon  his  face,  and  for  the  last  time  breathed 
Her  soul  on  his,  sounding  its  ecstasies. 
It  was  her  hand  that  wreathed 
As  to  the  march  of  some  soul-haunting  rhyme, 
The  gems  in  their  fair  circle ;  it  was  she 
That  touched  his  memory 
To  the  lost  face  of  beauty  long  ago, 
And  made  it  for  a  space 
Fairer  than  love's  fair  face ; 
That  kept  at  passion's  glow 
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His  burning  soul,  and  brought 

The  old  dreams  back  to  their  loved  dwelling-place. 

And  though  that  living  grace, 

Which  still  with  beauty  came  and  breathing  bloom, 

Oft  left  some  troubling  thought, 

Some  stray  sweet  air  to  haunt  the  old  grey  room : 

It  was  her  breath  upon  the  thing  he  wrought, 

Her  soul's  refining  touch.     His  heart  beat  fast, 

Awaiting  her  light  footsteps,  when  at  last, 

The  long  loved  labour  done, 

He  looked  upon  its  beauty  ;  surely  none 

Of  all  that  loveliest  and  proudest  be, 

Should  go  so  fair  as  she, 

His  heart's  Beloved.     But  he  did  not  hear 

Her  footfall  on  the  stair,  so  light  she  stepped, 

Nor  bid  her  enter,  for  the  dreams  had  crept 

Beneath  his  tired  eyelids,  and  he  slept, 

Dreamful,  and  unaware 

Of  her  who  filled  his  dreams  :  he  did  not  see 

What  he  had  longed  to  see — the  swift  surprise 

Leap  to  her  lovely  eyes, 

His  work  beholding,  mark  the  sudden  hush 
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Of  ecstasy,  the  perilous  pink  flush 

Of  her  cheek's  secret  rose  ;  nor  did  he  stir 

At  the  near  sense  of  her 

Incarnate  beauty.     But  it  was  the  touch 

Intangible  of  her  near  loveliness, 

The  sweetness  overmuch 

Of  its  real  presence  did  his  eyes  undress 

Of  dreams,  to  find  their  sweetest  feigning  less 

Than  once  to  look  upon  her  living  face. 

And  both  were  silent  for  a  moment's  space — 

He  breathless  with  the  joy  of  her,  and  she 

Still  gazing  wonderingly, 

And  with  a  beating  heart, 

On  that  which  was  to  be 

The  last  and  loveliest  offspring  of  his  art. 

But  when  the  silence  broke, 

It  was  on  her  sweet  voice,  whose  music  woke 

For  the  last  time  that  solitary  room. 

"  Tell  me  for  whom 

You  work  in  magic  ?     Often  I  have  thought " — 

This  with  a  sudden  gleam 

Of  mirth  in  her  proud  eyes — "you  must  be  taught 
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Of  some  familiar  demon."     But  he  had 

No  mirth  to  answer  hers,  still  half  adream ; 

For  she  was  in  a  dream's  white  raiment  clad — 

A  fabric  fragile  as  spun  gossamer, 

That  seemed  a  part  of  her, 

Following  each  line  of  her  slim  supple  form, 

Simple  and  sweet,  cut  low  above  the  warm, 

White  hidden  bosom,  and  her  arms  were  bare 

To  the  fair  round  rose-tinted  elbow  where 

The  dimple  showed.     And  as  he  said  no  word, 

Still  looking  his  dream-love  upon  her  face ; 

A  sudden  prescience  stirred 

In  her  pure  heart,  like  the  first  trembling  air, 

That  tells  of  spring  in  some  wind-sheltered  place, 

And  she  was  silent.     Then  his  soul  took  grace 

Of  its  inbreathed  despair, 

And  all  his  manhood  spoke  for  the  first  time, 

Words  grave  and  sweet,  and  simple  as  the  rhyme 

Of  love.     "  This  is  an  offering,"  he  said, 

"  From  age  to  youth,  albeit  far  too  small, 

For  those  memorial, 

Brief  hours  that  have  enlarged  this  narrow  room 
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Of  its  dim-windowed  gloom, 
And  given  it  light  and  air.     I  have  not  known 
The  grace  of  the  sweet  country-side  in  bloom, 
Nor  gathered 

The  beauty  of  wild  flowers, 

But  you  have  brought  them  from  far  orchards  blown 
Of  spring's  blue  airs — the  golden  hours 
Enter  with  you,  and  breathe  on  me 
Sweetness,  light,  and  purity, 
The  spell  of  April  lands, 
Of  hill  and  heath,  and  down. 
They  are  a  fairer  crown, 
Than  this  the  work  of  my  frail  feeble  hands : 
Yet  will  you  deign  accept  it."     As  she  heard, 
An  infinite  pity  stirred 

In  her  proud  heart,  and  filled  with  strange  new  tears 
Her  lovely  eyes.     She  saw  his  lonely  years 
Hence  ever  lonelier,  for  she  understood, 
By  some  sweet  prescience  of  womanhood, 
The  love  he  bore  her,  and  her   thoughts   turned 

sweet — 
Not  to  love's  quickened  beat, 
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But  with  a  great  compassion.     Nevermore 

Would  she  be  quite  the  same  as  heretofore  : 

Her  soul  had  grown  by  leaps, 

Her  youth  touched  fragrant  lips 

With  life's  wan  weary  mouth ;  her  feet  had  passed 

Out  of  the  shallows  into  sudden  deeps ; 

Her  cool  sweet  finger-tips 

Had  pressed  the  pulse  of  passion  unaware. 

And  when  she  spoke  at  last, 

Her  voice  had  a  new  note,  a  deeper  tone, 

A  chord  strange-sounding  there, 

She  scarce  knew  for  her  own. 

And  it  was  with  bowed  head, 

Like  to  a  golden  cloud, 

And  veiled  eyes  she  said  : 

"  I  thank  you  for  the  gift  I  cannot  take  ; 

Nay,  do  not  think  me  proud, 

It  is  not  for  pride's  sake, 

I  this  refusal  make." 

But  he  took  suddenly  the  starry  crown, 

And  lightly  set  it  down 

Upon  her  golden  head, 
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And  with  a  gesture  led 

Her  steps  towards  a  mirror  that  did  hold 

Her  beauty's  length,  and  ah,  she  would  have  been 

More  than  a  mortal  woman  not  to  feel 

The  magic  influence, 

Of  that  fair  hoop  of  gold, 

Bediamonded  with  gems  of  purest  sheen, 

Like  mystic  music  steal 

Upon  each  drowsied  sense. 

Would  love's  had  been  the  power 

Of  that  enchanted  hour, 

Which  made  her  roses  pale  ! 

And  for  a  moment  she  had  yielded,  then, 

Even  while  she  felt  her  resolution  fail, 

She  took  the  diadem  from  her  crowned  head, 

And  turned  to  him  again, 

A  little  breathless  said : 

"  I  must  not  take  it,  you,  you  understand  " — 

Laying  in  his  her  hand — • 

"  I  cannot  take  it,  I,  who  in  return 

Can  give  you  nothing,  who  have  given  so  much." 

But  he,  his  soul  aburn, 
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And  all  his  being  throbbing  at  her  touch, 

Spake  broken  words,  yet  sweet : 

"  Oh  give  me  but  the  grace 

Sometimes  to  hear  the  coming  of  your  feet, 

And  sometimes  see  your  face, 

With  its  soft  velvet  mask 

Of  youth  ;  it  is  not  very  much  I  ask, 

Who  should  ask  nothing.     Ah,  yet  I  entreat — 

Take  not  your  presence  from  me,  I  am  old, 

Who  never  ate  the  golden  bread  of  youth, 

Nor  drank  its  purple  vintage ;  yet  in  sooth, 

I  am  not  old,  but  grey  with  lonely  years, 

And  now  my  spirit  hears 

In  your  sweet  voice  youth's  music,  sees  unfold 

Within  your  magic  eyes, 

The  flowers  of  my  unentered  Paradise." 

But  she  still  pale  and  cold, 

Took  from  his  burning  hold 

Her  fingers  cool,  and  in  low  accents,  grown 

Almost  to  love's  own  tone, 

Said  : — "  I  had  come  a  last  farewell  to  say, 

For  never  from  to-day, 
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Unless,  who  knows,  in  far  unfolded  years, 

Or  as  a  dream  appears, 

Shall  I  stand  at  your  threshold ;  I  am  going 

To  a  far  country,  to  a  strange  new  land 

Of  wider  skies  and  rivers  broadlier-flowing, 

And  hills  that  ever  stand 

Among  the  clouds  of  heaven ;  yet  shall  I 

Oft  think  of  this  lone  room, 

Where  I  have  known  so  many  happy  hours, 

Homesick  amid  the  bloom 

Of  alien  flowers, 

For  yon  small  strip  of  sky, 

That  through  your  window  peeps.    And  I  shall  think 

Of  you,  and  your  loved  art, 

The  better  loved,  perhaps,  when  I  am  gone, 

With  the  remembering  heart — 

A  golden  link — 

Between  our  lives,  however  far  apart. 

And  I  shall  think  upon 

Our  friendship  as  on  the  most  precious  thing 

Of  my  heart's  treasures — pure,  unselfish,  oh," 

(Her  low  voice  faltering) 
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That  I  were  worthier  of  a  soul  so  sweet. 

When  I  am  gone,  think  not  of  me  as  proud, 

But  as  of  one  that  would  have  loved  you,  yea, 

Did  love  you  in  a  weak  imperfect  way." 

And  he  for  the  last  while  of  time  allowed, 

Looked  long  upon  her  face,  that  it  might  grow 

Into  his  soul,  nor  did  a  word  repeat 

Of  his  heart's  agony  ;  he  did  not  tell 

What  she  should  never  know — 

The  passing  of  that  face  invisible, 

Which  once  had  blessed  his  toil ;  the  desert  years 

That   stretched  before  him,  spoke   not   his  heart's 

tears 

Touching  for  the  last  time  her  fingers  cold, 
But  with  a  spoken  blessing  watched  her  go 
Youth's  proud  imperial  way. 
The  dim  room  old  and  grey  ! 
And  he  now  grey  and  old  ! 


THE   WILD   BEES 

THE  wild  bees  of  my  spirit  go 

To  feed  upon  the  flowers, 
That  in  the  far-off  meadows  blow 

Of  beauty's  ageless  hours. 

Theirs  is  the  viewless  path  of  dreams, 

The  guarded  way  that  leads 
To  Faery's  undiscovered  streams, 

And  to  her  moonlit  meads. 

They  find  on  many  a  lonely  steep 
Strange  flowers  of  no-named  hues, 

Whose  souls  have  drunken  long  and  deep 
Of  Beauty's  secret  dews. 

And  they  have  found  that  forest  green. 

Where  stands  the  hidden  tree, 
Whose  fadeless  blossoms  none  have  seen, 

And  none  shall  ever  see. 


THE   WILD   BEES 

That  tree  which  throws  a  mystic  light, 
And  weaves  a  secret  shade ; 

Wherein  of  golden  honey  bright, 
My  bees  their  nest  have  made. 

But  I  shall  never  track  them  home 

Beyond  the  sunset  skies, 
Nor  taste  the  wild  sweet  honey-comb 

From  flowers  of  Paradise. 


A  RETROSPECT. 

A  LITTLE  while  we  danced  and  sung, 

A  little  time  we  played, 
Nor  dreamed  the  roses  that  we  flung 

Could  ever,  ever  fade — 
A  little  while  when  we  were  young — 

Ah,  long  ago,  sweet  maid. 

For  we  were  happy  children  then  ; 

Ah,  years  ago  it  seems, 
We  heard  the  fairies  in  the  glen, 

And  tracked  them  by  the  streams 
And  listened  for  the  little  men, 

And  dreamed  our  golden  dreams. 

Oh  God,  when  I  remember  those 
Far-off  dishonoured  years, 

The  fading,  and  the  scentless  rose 
My  aching  forehead  wears, 

A  rush  of  inward  weeping  flows, 
A  flood  of  secret  tears. 
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YOUTH  walked  with  youth  on  this  June's  longest  day, 

And  Beauty  strewed  the  way 

Through  meadows  deep ;  it  was  that  tranquil  hour, 

When  day's  blue  flower 

Turns  golden  in  the  North,  and  the  faint  air 

Grows  momently  more  sweet, 

Fanned  of  faint-breathing  winds.     With  idle  feet, 

Loitered  the  youthful  pair, 

And  neither  spoke,  not  that  the  lovely  scene 

Made  dumb  their  lips,  for  he  was  unaware 

Of  aught  save  her,  and  she 

Was  far  away  ;  her  frivolous  fancies  rife 

With  that  o'er-crowded  life, 

Which  was  to  hail  her  queen, 

In  the  full  days  to  be. 

Ah,  youth  is  ever  at  strife 

With  the  harsh  laws  of  circumstance,  and  they, 

In  youth's  old  bitter  way, 
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Forgetting  to  be  glad 

For  its  brief  grace  they  had, 

Craved  only  what  they  had  not.     So  they  went, 

She  swaying  by  its  brim, 

As  if  in  time  to  her  mind's  discontent, 

Her  shady  hat,  a  step  in  front  of  him  ; 

While  he  with  moody  face, 

Noted  the  supple,  slim, 

Sweet  fashion  of  her  as  she  moved,  the  grace 

Of  each  proportioned  limb, 

That  swayed  as  if  in  tune 

To  the  slow  beat  of  June, 

Held  on  some  rich  strange  movement.     She  was  dressed 

With  that  simplicity  which  is  the  test 

Of  beauty  :  half-a-crown 

Had  bought  the  cotton  gown, 

Which  she  herself  had  fashioned,  half  of  that 

The  rude  rush-woven  hat, 

She  dangled  in  the  grass.     Yet  she  could  dare 

Comparison  with  all  that  fairest  be 

In  Beauty's  hierarchy ; 

Her  rich  rebellious  hair, 
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Tendrilled  with  whorls  and  whirls 

Of  natural  golden  curls, 

Back  from  her  round  white  neck, 

With  straying  floss  and  fleck, 

In  one  blue  ribbon  tied. 

So  they  went  stride  for  stride, 

Wasting  the  sweets  of  time, 

As  is  youth's  foolish  way.     And  she  would  climb 

The  stiles  with  lissom  grace, 

And  poised  thereon  a  space, 

Disdain  his  outstretched  hand, 

With  proud  averted  face. 

It  was  a  lovely  land, 

Through  which  they  wandered,  and  their  pathway  led 

Into  the  solitudes 

Of  immemorial  woods, 

Murmurous  with  falling  streams, 

Where  he  in  days  now  dead, 

Had  dreamed  a  poet's  dreams. 

But  now  the  Dryads  of  the  place  had  fled 

Before  a  lovelier  face 

Of  living  flesh  and  blood,  that  absent  left 
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A  troubling  presence,  and  his  brain  bereft 

Of  Nature's  outward  and  her  inward  grace. 

He  had  loved  loneliness, 

But  now  he  feared  it,  for  his  soul  was  dumb, 

And  found  no  words  to  dress 

The  idle  hours,  listening  for  her  to  come, 

Who  came  so  seldom.     And  he  had  less  sweet 

Than  bitterness  of  the  infrequent  hour, 

That  blossomed  with  the  flower 

Of  her  real  presence ;  it  was  so  replete 

With  passion's  ache, 

With  love's  long  burning  drouth, 

That  yearned  its  thirst  to  slake 

Upon  the  virgin  blossom  of  her  mouth. 

Youth  called  to  youth, 

With  Nature's  wildest  sweetest  voice,  but  she, 

In  her  soul's  silence  found 

No  sweetly  answering  sound : 

She  had  no  ears  to  hear,  nor  eyes  to  see 

The  loveliness  around : 

The  honey-laden  bee 

To  her  was  tuneless,  June's  enchanted  ground 
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A  wilderness,  the  wood 

A  dreary  solitude. 

But  as  they  further  strayed 

Into  its  whispering  shade, 

They  chanced  upon  its  loneliest,  loveliest  spot, 

A  grass-grown  glade, 

Where  bracken  straggling  grew, 

With  many  a  mossy  plot. 

Here  she  down-threw 

Herself  and  broad-brimmed  hat, 

While  he  all-trembling  sat 

Its  space  away  from  her,  and  for  the  first  time  broke 

The  silence  :  "  Rosabelle  ! " 

But  she  nor  looked  nor  spoke, 

Half-turned  from  him  ;  so  that  he  could  but  see 

Her  ear's  pink  shell, 

While  she  plucked  listlessly 

Blades  of  the  short  sweet  grass,  and  carried  them 

To  her  red  mouth,  between  her  small  white  teeth 

Crushing  each  juicy  stem. 

And  his  heart  sank  beneath 

The  burden  of  her  silence,  but  he  could 
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No  longer  bear  the  torment  of  his  love, 

While  dove  to  dove 

Cooed  amorous  through  the  wood. 

And,  ah,  the  month  was  June, 

Pale  passion's  plenilune, 

Youth  sat  with  youth,  and  he  in  love  was  deep. 

And  as  again  he  said 

The  name  he  loved  to  speak, 

She  turned  her  head, 

Till  he  could  see  the  outline  of  her  cheek, 

Her  profile's  sweep, 

Sweetly  irregular, 

As  often  are 

The  loveliest  lines  of  beauty.     And  in  truth, 

The  fashion  of  her  youth 

Had  got  no  sweeter  spell 

Than  faults  that  left  it  faultless.     "  Rosabelle, 

Why  are  you  silent  ?     Always  now,  it  seems, 

Your  eyes  dream  far-off  dreams, 

And  you  are  worlds  away. 

And  now  day  after  day, 

I  look  in  vain  across  the  empty  fields, 
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Watching  the  upland  path, 

That  oh,  so  seldom  yields 

The  music  of  your  footsteps.     Do  you  tire 

Of  every  day's  monotonous  sameness,  hath 

Your  heart  grown  weary  of  the  changeless  round, 

And  of  this  quiet  world 

Where  I  methought  had  found 

The  Land  of  Heart's  Desire  ? 

Yes,  I  the  wings  had  furled 

Of  my  soul's  wildest  dreams, 

In  these  deep  woods  and  by  these  hidden  streams." 

But  she,  her  heart  unstirred 

By  the  appeal  of  love's  half-spoken  word, 

Pouted  between  her  curled, 

Red  lips  a  blade  of  grass, 

Thinking  how  slow  to  pass 

Were  the  light-winged  moments,  that  for  him 

Went  with  such  breathless  haste. 

And  with  a  yawn  she  placed 

Her  hat,  with  its  broad  brim, 

Upon  her  knees,  and  its  gold-headed  pin 

(His  gift)  drew  out,  and  weighed  it  in  her  palm, 
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Not  without  qualm, 

That  it  was  gilded  lead, 

And  touched  its  point  against  her  dimpled  chin, 

Once,  ere  with  languid  grace 

She  raised  her  hat  to  its  imperial  place, 

Upon  her  golden  head — 

Wearied  of  the  hour's  calm — 

And  turning  to  him,  said, 

"  Let  us  be  going."     But  he  with  no  space 

Between  him  and  his  heart's  desire,  crept 

Nearer,  until  he  touched  her,  and  could  feel 

Through  its  thin  cotton  dress, 

The  steal 

Of  her  warm  loveliness  ; 

And  passion  leapt 

Across  the  barrier, 

That  it  so  long  had  kept, 

And  now  a  full  flood  swept 

Over  his  soul.     Oh,  he  was  drunk  with  her, 

And  Nature  fired  his  mood — • 

The  beauty  of  the  hour, 

The  deep  green  solitude, 
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The  nameless  fragrance,  woven  not  of  flower, 

That  haunts  about  a  wood, 

The  far-off  golden  sound, 

That  summer  gives  to  silence,  like  the  chime 

Of  faery  bells ;  the  slow  rich  eventime, 

That  touched  the  scene  around 

To  old  enchantments.     And  from  them  he  took 

An  ecstasy,  that  even  her  absent  look 

Could  not  becold.     "  A  little  longer  stay," 

He  whispered,  "  Rosabelle  : 

I  have  a  tale  to  tell. 

Ah,  do  not  turn  away. 

I  love  you ;  many  a  day, 

These  words  have  trembled  on  my  lips,  ah  sweet 

Their  music  to  repeat : 

I  love  you.     All  the  world 

For  me  begins  and  ends  in  them,  they  are 

Alpha  and  Omega 

Of  my  existence."     And  she  curved  her  curled, 

Short  upper  lip  in  triumph,  though  there  beat 

No  quickened  pulse  in  her  :  these  were  the  first 

Sweet  words  of  love,  for  which  her  heart's  deep  thirst 
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Was  deeper  than  the  grave, 

Content  to  take,  so  that  it  never  gave. 

And  she  began  to  preen 

Her  beauty  consciously,  like  some  bright  bird. 

She,  scarcely  seventeen, 

Had  heard 

Already  love's  sweet  word, 

Which  many  a  woman  would  never  hear.     But  he, 

Seeing  the  downcast  lid, 

And  dreaming  the  love-light  hid 

Within  her  lovely  eyes, 

Went  on  impetuously  : 

"  No  voice  but  love's 

Is  audible  in  this  enchanted  glade  ; 

The  air  is  full  of  whispers  and  of  sighs  : 

Hark  !  how  the  doves 

Love-lorn  make  amorous  plaint, 

And  each  to  each  replies, 

Ever  more  passionate.     I  am  afraid 

Of  this  hour's  ecstasy ;  my  heart  grows  faint 

With  longing  overmuch ; 

Your  very  touch 
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Makes  every  vein  run  sweet ; 

From  head  to  feet 

I  love  you."     And  she  raised 

To  his  her  secret  troubling  eyes,  and  gazed 

Long  on  the  chiselled  beauty  of  his  face  ; 

And  with  no  trace  of  its  emotion,  said  : 

"  I  do  not  love  you,"  letting  fall  each  word 

With  conscious  cruelty,  that,  as  he  heard, 

Sounded  like  some  long-dead, 

Forgotten  bitterness,  touching  his  soul 

To  weeping  thoughts,  and  he  could  scarce  control 

His  voice  so  near  to  tears.     "  You  love  me  not : 

And  still  the  cushat  calls 

Through  the  green  ways,  and  ever  softer  falls 

The  hour  on  this  sweet  spot. 

Yet  all  around  is  strange, 

Changing  and  full  of  change. 

'  I  do  not  love  you '  :  loveliness  is  gone, 

And  glory  fled. 

And  all  for  five  words  said : 

'  I  do  not  love  you.'     But  the  world  goes  on, 

And  I  must  tread 
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Henceforth  a  flowerless  path  amid  the  flowers, 

Recalling  hours, 

Once  sweet,  now  vanished. 

Summer  is  dead. 

Oh,  I  shall  never  more  be  glad  in  June : 

My  soul  is  out  of  tune 

With  Beauty ;  I  shall  grow 

To  hate  white  winter  less 

Than  June's  warm  loveliness, 

Her  reddest  rose 

More  than  December's  snows. 

Already,  years  ago, 

Seems  this  fair  scene,  where  we  so  oft  have  met, 

And  yet, 

You  sit  beside  me  still,  and  I  can  see 

Your  face,  your  sweetness  breathe. 

Oh  let  me  wreathe 

Pale  flowers  for  memory — 

A  garland  woven  of  your  beauty,  let 

Me  gaze  and  gaze  and  gaze, 

Against  the  barren  days, 

For  store  of  wild  regret, 
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And  all  despair.     Meseems  if  I  should  wet 

A  finger-tip  and  touch 

Your  cheek,  its  blossom  must 

Cling  to  it  like  the  dust 

On  a  peach's  velvet  skin, 

Kist  overmuch 

Of  summer."     And  she  listened  to  him  now, 

Knitting  a  thoughtful  brow ; 

Her  dimpled  chin 

Propped  between  both  her  hands.     "  We  are  so  poor," 

She  murmured,  "  and  I  long 

To  see  the  world,  to  tread  the  dazzling  floor 

Of  fashion,  stand  among 

The  glitter  and  the  gleam 

Of  lighted  rooms ;  to  walk  the  crowded  streets, 

Where  wealth  and  beauty  throng  ; 

To  taste  the  sweets 

Of  youth,  go  with  the  stream 

Of  life.     Here  every  day  itself  repeats  ; 

Day  after  day, 

We  sit  and  dream, 

While  swiftly  glide  away 
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The  hours  of  dance  and  song. 

Is  it  so  wrong, 

Ere  time  turns  grey 

Our  golden  youth,  to  wish  a  little  joy, 

While  it  is  ours,  to  cloy 

Our  lips  with  pleasure  ?  "     Beautiful  looked  she, 

As  her  excitement  grew ; 

Her  cheek's  wild  rose  stained  to  a  lovelier  hue, 

If  that  could  be ; 

And  her  eyes  shone  like  dew, 

With  violets  shot  through. 

And  he  could  see 

The  stirring  of  her  bosom.     "  Do  you  know," 

He  faltered,  "  what  your  beauty  is  to  me  ? 

It  is  as  though 

The  lilies  and  the  roses 

Of  all  the  world  in  you  had  breathed  their  essence, 

And  sweeter  than  the  sweetest  word  love  knows,  is 

The  poetry  of  your  presence. 

It  is  of  long  ago, 

Of  days  when  chivalry 

Was  counted  more  than  riches,  when  love's  glance 
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Went  to  the  bravest  lance ; 

When  knights  of  yore 

On  casque  and  cuirass  wore, 

Kerchief  or  glove, 

In  token  of  sweet  love  ; 

When  fair  romance 

Her  strange  enchantments  threw 

On  forest  field  and  stream — 

That  mystic  gleam, 

Through  which  at  times  we  view 

The  long  lost  world  of  faery.     Do  I  dream  ? 

Or  did  we  ride  together,  pacing  slow, 

This  twilight  forest  through — 

I  victor  in  the  bloody  lists,  and  you, 

By  me  of  love  and  beauty  crowned  the  queen  ? 

Yes,  I  have  seen 

Your  face  at  ancient  tourneys,  long  ago, 

Amid  the  insolent  crowd 

Of  beauty  the  most  proud, 

And  loveliest,  that  yet  turned  soft  and  sweet, 

As  I  laid  at  your  feet 

The  sweets  of  victory.     Or  did  you  lean, 
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With  luring  loveliness, 

On  some  fair  moonlit  scene, 

From  windows  of  enchantment  ?     I  can  dress 

Your  beauty  in  a  thousand  different  ways, 

From  immemorial  days.     Can  the  world  give 

With  its  frail,  fugitive, 

Escaping  joy,  a  thing  so  deep  and  true, 

As  this  whole  heart  of  mine, 

That  holds  you  half  divine, 

That  with  the  sense  of  you 

Grows  faint ;  that  dares  not  dream  your  least  light  touch 

Lest  it  beat  overmuch, 

And  break.     All  things  conspire 

Against  my  heart,  and  make  it  one  desire — 

The  darkling  hour, 

Your  beauty's  stealing  flower, 

This  ancient  silence,  whispering  lawless  things — 

The  guilty  love  of  kings 

For  some  white  paramour, 

That  once  this  forest  haunted,  its  regret, 

That  with  the  perfume  clings 

To  this  lone  hour  yet, 
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Of  sweet  and  stolen  kisses.     I  forget 

All  else  but  you  are  breathing  near  me,  oh, 

That  Time  had  set 

And  this  one  moment  touched  eternity." 

But  she, 

Well  liking  to  be  named  enchantress,  put 

Her  cool  slim  hand  in  his — 

A  fallen  flake  of  snow — 

And  let  him  kiss 

With  fire  her  finger-tips  ; 

Then,  as  love's  taste 

Waxed  greedy,  suffered  hand  and  arm  to  steal 

About  her  waist, 

And  ever  more  embraced, 

Yielded,  with  one  appeal, 

Until  his  lips 

Her  mouth  with  kisses  shut ; 

Remaining  whole, 

Her  pulse  no  whit  more  fast, 

Even  while  she  stole 

From  him  both  heart  and  soul ; 

With  fixed  intent 
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This  kiss  should  be  the  last. 

And  as  they  homeward  went, 

On  him  already  fell  the  shadow  of  the  past, 

Although  he  knew  it  not, 

And  in  his  veins, 

Worked  the  slow  poison  of  her  deadly  lips, 

And  clinging  finger-tips, 

That  should  besot 

Body  and  soul  and  brains. 

Alas,  to  serve  what  far  unravelled  plot, 

Did  God  above, 

Fashion  so  sweet  a  bitterness  as  Love  ? 
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A    SUNSET 

THE  sun  had  reared  a  strange  pavilion — 

A  cloud-built  pile  of  purple  dome, 

Above  an  ocean,  vast,  vermilion, 

Where  the  soul's  white  sea-birds  have  their  home. 

No  sound  came  from  the  rhythmic  motion 

Of  that  illimitable  ocean, 

From  the  flower-like  flots  of  floating  foam, 

That  wafted  of  soft  airs  Elysian, 

Outwent  the  eye  of  blessed  vision, 

To  the  shores  where  the  wind's  wings  may  not  roam. 

It  moved  along  a  tide  enchanted, 

That  strange  pavilion ;  set  on  fire 

By  the  breath  of  Beauty ;  it  was  haunted  ; 

Ah,  many  a  face  of  Heart's  Desire 

Looked  out  from  windows,  glassy,  golden, 

Towards  the  shores  of  dreamland,  unbeholden, 

And  the  palm-tree's  city's  topless  spire, 

Where  saints  and  virgins,  robed  in  glory, 

Speak  the  new  words  of  love's  old  story, 

For  ever  and  ever,  and  do  not  tire. 
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> 
BEGIN,  ye  winds  harmonious,  begin, 

Your  autumn  song, 
With  prelude  long ; 
The  oboe  and  the  flute 
Blow  not,  let  all  loud  instruments  be  mute, 
And  vesper  only  touch  her  violin, 

Upon  the  sobbing  string, 
With  velvet  finger  lingering. 
Then  let  your  flutes  breathe  low, 

In  gradual,  slow, 
Sweet  symphony  touched  singly  one  by  one ; 

Nor  yet  all  music  done — 
Your  deep-mouthed  many-voiced  organ  blow. 
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Let  no  pent  stop  be  mute, 

Of  loud,  or  soft,  or  sharp, 

Of  dulcimer,  and  lute, 

Of  viol,  and  of  harp ; 

In  volume  ever  grow. 

And  as  October  comes, 
Roll  all  your  deafening  drums, 
Your  violent  cymbals  clash,  then  cease,  and  be 
That  first,  slow,  dulcet,  dying  melody. 
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PSYCHE 

PALE  in  the  forest  gloom, 

Her  limbs  repose ; 
What  maid  is  this,  o'er  whom 

The  shadows  close  ? 
Asleep  upon  the  bloom 

Of  her  cheek's  rose. 

She  does  not  hear  the  stream's 

Far  lullabies, 
Nor  feel  the  golden  gleams 

Of  sunset  skies ; 
Dreaming  her  rose-red  dreams, 

Marble  she  lies. 

Thou  art  my  spirit's  grace, 
My  soul's  white  dove, 

My  heart's  abiding-place, 
The  peace  thereof; 

Ah,  thou  art  Psyche's  face, 
And  1  am  Love. 
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ALL  day  I  was  with  her  you  love  not,  whom  I  love — 
Or  so  you  tell  me — but  at  night  of  you  I  dreamed ; 

Yea,  even  of  you,  whom  I  am  weary  of — 
Or  so  you  tell  me — and  as  once  I  deemed. 

Nay  it  is  of  her  you  love  not  I  am  tired ; 

Of  her  tinted  face,  as  apple-blossom  cold ; 
Of  her  peach-smooth  skin,  and  its  touch  that  I  desired, 

Missing  some  fragrance  that  was  yours  of  old. 

Not  that  I  tired  of  her,  after  love's  old  fashion — 
Cloyed  with  her  sweetness — not  that  we  have  come, 

After  plenteous  days,  to  the  barren  bread  of  passion, 
But  I  searched  her  spirit,  and  her  soul  was  dumb. 

Not  her  wild-rose  face  can  answer  my  soul's  yearning, 
Not  her  velvet  skin,  nor  her  eyes'  cold  vain  unrest : 

All  day  I  was  with  her,  but  at  night  to  you  returning, 
In  your  arms  I  slept,  folded  to  your  breast. 
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IN  her  white  loveliness, 
She  lay  and  listened  for  his  step  to  come, 

That  came  not,  and  the  dumb, 
Dark  hours,  to  her  heart's  plaining  pitiless, 
Crept  towards  morning.     With  a  waning  light 
Burned  her  spent  candles.     She  was  so  afraid, 

Of  darkness  feared  the  night, 
With  a  child's  heart,  who  scarce  was  more  than  child, 

And  still  his  footsteps  stayed, 
No  more  as  once  by  her  sweet  face  beguiled  : 

Man's  love  is  swift  of  change, 

Ever  at  ebb  and  flow ; 
Only  for  her  had  passion  kept  the  strange, 

Sweet  touch  of  long  ago. 
Of  long  ago — she  sighed ;  it  seemed  an  age, 

Though  scarce  a  full-run  year, 
Since  time  had  turned  for  them  life's  golden  page  : 

Far-off  she  seemed  to  hear, 
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Love's  wildly-urged  prayer, 

Far-off  to  see 
The  face  she  loved,  pale  with  the  agony 

Of  longing,  now  so  cold. 

Was  she  too  weak  to  hold 
A  man's  desire  ?     Was  her  frail  loveliness 

Too  slight  a  thing  to  stir 
The  fitful  pulse  of  passion  ?     Had  she  lost 
The  virgin  bloom  of  youth  ?     Yet  ah,  the  gold 

On  each  unbraided  tress 

About  her  pillows  tost ; 

That  breathing  sweet  of  her — 
Faint  as  far  flowers  that  gentle  winds  unfold ; 

The  lure  of  her  white  flesh, 

In  all  its  bloom  of  youth, 

And  of  her  fragrant  mouth, 

Still  virginal,  and  fresh. 

Nay,  passion's  halt 

Was  not  her  beauty's  fault. 
What  then  the  cause  ?    Was  it  what  he  called  art, 
That  other  self  by  her  not  understood, 

Had  robbed  her  of  his  heart, 
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And  chilled  his  blood  ? 
Ah,  she  had  striven  so  hard  to  learn  her  part, 
Had  read  his  books,  as  a  child  cons  its  task. 

But  when  in  her  child's  way, 
She  spoke  of  them,  his  face  put  on  a  mask 
Of  cold  reserve,  and  his  eyes  far  away 
Dreamed  other  thoughts,  as  though  he  had  not  heard 

The  lame  ill-chosen  word, 

With  which  she  strove  to  dress 
Her  formless  thoughts,  to  his  mind  meaningless. 
She  loved  not  poetry,  if  truth  be  writ ; 
Had  not  the  subtle  inner  sense  of  it ; 
But  like  a  woman  marked  alone  the  phrase 

Which  seemed  her  life  to  fit — 
Its  small  experience  and  narrow  ways. 
She  had  no  ear  for  words  that  subtly  sense 
A  meaning  past  their  mere  intelligence  : 

No  eye  for  the  rich  hues, 

They  inwardly  diffuse. 
And  she  at  last  had  ceased  the  vain  pretence, 

Fearing  his  cold  replies ; 
And  with  her  beauty,  now  grown  stale  by  use, 
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And  long  since  learned  by  heart, 
Strove  to  lure  back  its  passion  to  his  eyes. 

So  drifted  they  apart. 

For  he,  albeit  at  first, 

Her  face  had  seemed  the  answer  to  his  dreams — 
With  its  old  haunting  whispers,  and  strange  gleams  ; 

Now  sated  with  her  body,  felt  athirst 
To  taste  the  sweetness  of  her  soul,  and  she, 
Was  soulless,  or  him  seemed  so  to  be  : 

Her  face  was  without  change, 

Lacking  the  strange, 
Swift  fleeting  shadow  of  the  spirit,  he 

Looking  in  her  pure  eyes, 
Found  that  to  which  his  own  had  no  replies — 

Kisses  long  since  outburned 

On  her  red  mouth,  from  which  even  memory  turned 
With  loathing  ;  he  would  never  touch  again 
Her  lips,  because  he  found  not  in  their  kiss, 

A  soul  to  mate  with  his, 
That  subtle  fusion  of  heart  and  brain, 

Which  is  love's  lasting  bliss. 

And  he  into  the  morn, 
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Would  write,  faint  following  some  far  forlorn 
Mirage  of  dreams ;  and  like  a  thief  would  creep 
Into  her  room,  and  lie  down  by  her  side, 

Glad  that  her  beauty  slept. 

But  she  was  not  asleep : 
She  heard  his  step,  however  late  he  crept 
Up  the  deep  velvet  stairs,  and  it  was  pride, 

Her  eyes  close-veiled  kept. 
And  pride — ah,  never  needed  love  so  much, 

That  nerved  her  to  his  touch 
Unconscious,  as  in  dreams  he  restless  tossed. 

Sometimes,  she  felt  no  cost 
Of  pride  too  great,  once  more  upon  her  face 
To  feel  his  lips,  to  lie  in  love's  embrace 
A  moment ;  all  her  quivering  body  yearned 
At  his  least  contact ;  every  fibre  burned 
With  vain  sweet  longing.     Love  was  all  her  life, 

And  even  the  two-edged  knife 

Of  chill  neglect,  and  cold  indifference 

Killed  not  the  aching  sense 
Of  its  dead  kisses.     Yet  she  never  asked 
What  once  had  been  his  own  beseeching,  but 
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A  door  of  silence  shut 
On  her  heart's  longing.     Later,  and  more  late 

He  came.     She  grew  to  hate — 

With  its  dim  candlelight — 

The  night,  that  once  had  masked 
Love's  loveliest  face.     And  now,  on  this  last  night, 

Her  strength  was  overtasked, 

And  she  was  weary  of  her  weariness  : 

Better  the  harsh  word  said, 
The  bitter  knowledge  that  his  love  was  dead, 

Than  this  dumb,  merciless, 
Torment  of  silence.     Into  her  sad  ej;es 
There  leaped  a  sudden  purpose  :  she  would  dress 

To  its  last  loveliness, 
Her  fragile  beauty ;  in  a  dream's  disguise 
Steal  on  his  dreaming.     Now  she  feared  to  hear 
The  step  she  late  had  longed  for,  and  her  fear 
Made  slow  her  haste ;  her  fingers  were  so  cold, 

That  with  the  tangled  gold 
Of  her  long  tresses  struggled,  and  her  heart 
Beat  so  tumultuously,  she  scarce  had  strength 

To  play  her  desperate  part. 
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But  when  she  ceased  at  length, 
It  seemed  her  beauty  nothing  owed  to  art — 
Robed  of  itself.     She  looked  her  loveliest, 

Like  some  proud  virgin  drest 
For  love's  first  night  of  joy ;  a  maid  that  stood 
A-tremble  on  the  verge  of  womanhood. 
She  seemed  the  answer  to  a  poet's  dream — 

A  presence  swift  as  gleam, 
And  soft  as  shadow ;  such  a  fleeting  face, 

As  haunts  with  magic  glance 

The  castles  of  romance, 

And  perilous  forests  old ; 

That  voices  love's  ensouled, 

And  deep  subconscious  grace, 
Not  visible,  but  to  the  vision  wrought 

Of  some  escaping  thought, 
Gone  out  beyond  the  ways  of  time  and  space. 
Surely  her  soul  had  grown  through  the  long  night, 

Not  to  the  height, 

To  that  fair  morning  slope, 
Where  he  and  beauty  talked,  it  did  but  grope 

Darkly  towards  the  light. 
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And  it  could  never  hope 
To  climb  to  his ;  but  it  was  something  more 
Than  a  weak  woman's  heart,  that  at  his  door 
Knocked,  and  soft-entered,  for  a  love  as  deep, 
And  true,  and  sweet  as  hers  must  ever  be 
An  offspring  of  the  spirit.     Pale  stood  she 
Upon  the  threshold,  like  a  wraith  of  sleep ; 

And  she  could  scarcely  see 
The  stooping  form,  that  laid  a  weary  head 
On  tired  hands,  for  the  spent  light  burned  low. 
And  for  a  moment  her  new  courage  fled, 

And  she  half-turned  to  go. 

This  was  his  soul's  retreat, 
The  dwelling  place  of  his  beloved  books, 

Whither  she  seldom  brought 

Her  presence  sweet : 

She  feared  their  sombre  looks, 

Their  hard  and  hidden  thought, 

And  ever  it  seemed  her  feet 
Trod  ground  forbidden.     Even  in  love's  first  bliss, 

He  had  not  turned  to  kiss 
Her  lips  a  welcome  hither,  but  did  seem 
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Listening  to  some  sad  dream, 
Far,  far  away.     And  now  she  feared  to  wake 
His  weariness.     But  there  was  such  an  ache 
At  her  bruised  heart,  it  nerved  her  to  the  chill 
Of  his  surprise ;  and  soft  she  stepped,  until 

She  leaned  pale,  rosy-lipped, 

Above  the  manuscript 

On  which  his  tired  hands  rested,  and  she  read 
The  words  last-writ  upon  it  bold  and  plain  : — 
"  A  woman  has  no  soul."  Dumbly  she  said 

The  words,  again,  again, 

Until  her  whirling  brain 
Was  a  confusion  of  unmeaning  sound ; 

And,  as  to  one  nigh-drowned, 
All  the  dead  hours  of  her  brief  life  returned, 
And  passed  in  mirage  sad  before  her  eyes. 

In  that  dark  hour  she  learned, 

As  one  that  conscious  dies, 
Her  life's  miscarriage ;  there  on  the  white  scroll, 
Traced  as  by  the  avenging  hand  of  God, 

She  saw  her  life  writ  whole  : — 

"  A  woman  has  no  soul "  : — 
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A  lump  of  clay,  a  clod, 

A  shell  of  painted  dust, 

Which  God  forbore  of  will 

With  spirit  breath  to  fill, 

Nor  placed  therein  a  trust 

Sweeter  than  man's  brute  lust ; 

A  soulless  puppet  she, 
To  carry  on  the  world's  full  term,  to  be 
A  source  of  life,  and  then  to  die,  and  rot 

The  true  life  having  not — 

Her  immortality 

Being  of  the  flesh,  not  spirit.     Long  ago, 
And  very  far  away  her  wifehood  seemed, 

A  dream  that  she  had  dreamed, 
And  was  awakened  from ;  in  that  dark  hour, 

Her  soul  put  forth  a  flower, 
Even  as  she  felt  within  her  body  grow 
Love's  quickened  seed.    "A  woman  has  no  soul." 
Would  this  new  life  be  soulless  ?     Nay  it  stirred 
With  the  birth  pangs  of  her  soul's  life,  twin-born, 
Beyond  control 

Of  wisdom's  oldest  word, 
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Or  science's  new  scorn. 

Yet  all  the  woman  in  her  felt  forlorn, 

Remembering  the  sweet, 
Dead  hours  that  gave  this  infant  life  its  birth  : 

Love  has  so  much  of  earth — 
This  is  its  torment.     She  had  known  the  flood 

Of  passion,  and  its  drouth 
Burned  like  a  wasting  fever  in  her  blood, 

Parching  the  dews  of  youth 

Upon  her  thirsty  mouth, 

And  with  its  dusty  heat 
Withering  her  warm  red  rose  of  womanhood. 
How  beautiful  he  looked  even  in  sleep — 
His  face  refined  in  the  pale  fires  of  thought. 

How  had  she  hoped  to  keep 

His  love  with  love's  least  things  ? 

She  had  b\it  caught 

The  shadow  of  his  soul,  drooping  tired  wings 
A  moment  earthwards.     But  a  sudden  flame 
Leaped  in  her  veins ;  was  he  not  hers,  she  his  ? 

And  she  grown  hot  with  shame, 
As  one  that  steals  a  blessing,  stooped  to  kiss 
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His  dreaming  lips,  and  murmured  his  loved  name 

And  he,  half-conscious,  stirred, 

To  that  soft-whispered  word, 

And  waking  saw  her  face, 

Touched  to  a  stealing  grace, 

Faint  as  a  dream's  wan  bloom. 
And  there  was  silence  in  the  darkling  room. 

But  she  uprisen  went 

A  step  from  him,  and  pointing  to  the  scroll, 
Said,  meek  as  some  confessing  penitent, 

"  A  woman  has  no  soul. 
Nay,  do  not  speak,  for  here  is  writ  the  whole 
Of  our  unhappy  love,  and  I  am  glad 
To  know  that  we  have  turned  its  last  sad  page. 

Grief  is  the  heritage 

Of  those  that  love,  and  surely  I  have  had 
Full  measure.     I  could  not  have  longer  borne 
This  life — oh,  I  was  slowly  going  mad, 

Crazed  by  your  silent  scorn, 

Crueller  than  bitter  words.     You  have  not  known — 
God  give  you  never  know — love's  aching  heart, 

That  finds  itself  alone  ; 
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For  you,  you  have  your  art, 
And  I  have  nothing  but  my  love,  and  that 
Is  scorned.     You  did  not  think,  while  here  you  sat, 
Following  your  dreams  into  the  grey  of  morn, 

How  that  I  watched  forlorn, 
And  listened  for  your  step ;  you  did  not  guess 

The  awful  loneliness 
Of  hours  that  here  for  you  so  quickly  passed ; 

That  slumber  never  stole 
Upon  my  tired  eyes ;  by  shame  shut  fast, 

When  soft  you  came  at  last, 

Glad  of  my  feigned  sleep. 

'  A  woman  has  no  soul,' 

But  she  can  love  as  deep, 
And  true  as  man,  albeit  she  is  but  part 

Of  him  the  whole. 

For  God  of  love  alone 

Fashioned  a  woman's  heart. 

Ah,  you  have  never  known 
Love  as  a  woman  loves  ;  you  have  your  art, 
And  follow  bloodless  dreams,  and  art  has  made 

For  you  a  far  off  face 
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Of  beauty,  pale  and  frore. 
But  woman's  love,  being  of  human  things 
The  thing  most  warmly  human,  closely  clings 
To  the  realities  of  love — the  touch 
Of  living  lips ;  and  men  have  suffered  much 

For  art,  but  women  more 
For  love,  since  art  is  never  wholly  done, 

But  love  may  die  in  one 
Brief  moment,  and  the  world  come  to  an  end. 
I  came  to  tell  you  that  you  need  not  fear 
My  presence,  for  I  cannot  longer  bear 
This  life  that  grows  more  lonely  day  by  day ; 

I  fill  no  corner  here, 
And  we  henceforth  will  take  a  separate  way. 

And  should  you  condescend 
Of  love's  far  memory  to  bid  me  stay, 
Yet  I  must  go  ;  better  my  heart  should  break, 
Than  you  should  give  me  that  for  pity's  sake, 
Your  love  denies  me.     I  can  never  reach 
To  your  soul's  height,  shall  never  understand 

The  hidden  mystic  speech 

Of  Beauty,  never  find 
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The  path  to  Fairyland. 
But  I  remember  how  that  once  you  said, 

Ere  love  grew  so  unkind — 

That  sorrow  is  the  bread 

And  grief  the  drink 

On  which  the  soul  is  nourished,  and  it  seems, 
When  I  upon  our  love's  dead  sweetness  think, 

And  its  lost  paths  retrace, 

That  I  have  found  the  face 

Which  haunts  your  world  of  dreams — 
A  face  of  Beauty,  that  in  some  wild  place 

Of  twilight  walks  forlorn, 

And  by  the  perilous  streams 
Of  Faery  listens,  pale  for  love's  old  scorn." 
She  paused,  and  he  uplooking  from  the  scroll 

On  which  his  hand  had  writ : 

"  A  woman  has  no  soul," 
Saw  that  which  gave  the  visible  lie  to  it, 

But  found  no  words  to  fit 
His  thoughts.    And  she  came  nearer  by  a  pace. 
And  said,  still  speaking  in  that  new  strange  tongue, 

On  which  her  soul  had  flung 
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All  its  pent  music,  "  You  are  not  to  blame, 

That  passion's  fitful  flame 
Has  flickered  and  gone  out ;  I  gave  too  much, 
Yet  not  enough.     How  could  1  hope  to  touch 
With  these  poor  gauds  of  beauty  that  must  die 

Love's  immortality  ? 
Yet  even  this  hour  I  have  had  pains  to  dress 

A  carnal  loveliness, 

Hoping  to  fan  anew 

Its  dead  desire  in  you. 

Oh,  love  is  pitiless  ; 

For  how  could  I  with  the  sweet  stirring  seed 
Of  love  within  my  womb,  not  feel  afresh 

That  transport  of  the  flesh 
Which  went  to  its  begetting  soon,  indeed, 
To  prove  the  bitterest  pang  that  flesh  can  bear. 

Yet  did  you  love  me,  dear, 
As  once  you  loved  me,  never  a  pang  or  ache, 

But  had  for  your  love's  sake, 
Been  sweet  as  its  first  kisses.     Now  I  fear 
The  coming  torment,  and  my  thoughts  rebel — 

As  I  had  sinned  for  love — 
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Against  the  child  thereof, 

Memorial  of  my  shame. 

For  it,  poor  innocent, 
Will  shame  me,  witness  of  the  love  I  had, 

But  could  not  keep ;  I  came 
To  say  farewell,  to  leave  you  that  content, 
Which  with  me  present  you  have  never  known ; 

You  love  to  be  alone, 
Nor  wish  a  warmer  mistress  than  your  art 

In  its  dream  raiment  clad. 
God  grant  you  never  wish  it  otherwise, 

That  you  may  never  come, 
Or  come  too  late,  as  it  has  been  with  some, 
To  learn  the  language  of  the  human  heart. 

She  turned  her  lovely  eyes 

Towards  the  June  night,  and  like  a  dream  she  stole 
Through  the  wide  open  window,  like  that  dream 
Of  Beauty,  he  must  evermore  pursue 

In  vain  the  long  years  through. 

And  as  she  went  a  gleam 
Of  moonlight  fell  upon  the  written  scroll : 

"  A  woman  has  no  soul." 
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IN   THE   WILDERNESS 

THERE  is  a  palm  grove  by  a  spring, 

A  shadow  in  a  shadeless  land ; 
A  sudden  green  and  gracious  thing, 

Amid  the  desert's  barren  sand. 

We  halted  there  our  caravan, 

I,  and  my  sweet,  and  stolen  dove, 

Who  fled  the  wrath  of  God  and  man 
To  eat  the  secret  bread  of  love. 

We  sought  a  lost  and  lonely  place, 

Where  we  from  God  and  man  could  hide, 

And  be  with  love  a  little  space — 
The  love  to  us  so  long  denied. 

And  there  in  that  green  oasis 

Of  woven  light  and  shade,  it  seemed 

That  we  had  found  at  last  the  bliss 

Of  which  cur  hearts  too  long  had  dreamed. 
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I  said :  "  Here  in  this  secret  grove, 
Must  somewhere  stand  the  magic  tree 

Where  all  the  homing  dreams  of  love 
Like  nightingales  sing  ceaselessly. 

"  And  here,  deep  in  this  little  spring 
If  we  should  wash,  we  might  be  clean, 

And  love  grow  to  that  lovely  thing, 

Which  had  God  willed,  it  might  have  been." 

Small  comfort  had  her  soul  of  this, 
Nor  of  the  night's  vast  shadow,  when 

She  gave  me  her  red  mouth  to  kiss — 
A  little  shrinking,  even  then. 

The  garments  of  her  soul  were  thin  ; 

I  felt  it  through  their  fleshly  fold ; 
She  shivered  at  the  touch  of  sin ; 

Her  spirit  made  her  body  cold. 

She  strove  not  always  to  be  sad, 

To  keep  her  shamed  soul  out  of  sight ; 

A  little  while  she  would  be  glad, 
With  something  of  love's  old  delight. 

75 


IN   THE  WILDERNESS 

And  in  her  low  sweet  voice  would  sing 
One  of  the  songs  I  loved,  but  soon 

Her  voice  would  touch  a  breaking  string, 
And  fail  or  falter  out  of  tune. 

Yet  sometimes,  as  if  in  despair 

Of  Heaven,  she  .would  put  her  mouth 

Against  my  lips,  my  eyes,  my  hair, 
With  all  the  passion  of  her  youth. 

These  moments,  tense  with  bitter  strife 
'Twixt  heart  and  soul,  used  up  her  breath ; 

She  laid  but  feeble  hold  on  life, 

As  more  than  half  in  love  with  death. 

Oft,  lying  in  the  noontide  shade, 
Her  twined  fingers  she  would  press 

Above  her  fluttering  heart,  that  made 
A  sudden,  awful  breathlessness. 

And  often  gazing  at  the  sky, 

The  broad  coarse-fibred  leaves  between, 
Her  lids  would  droop,  as  though  God's  eye 

Looked  down  on  us,  Himself  unseen. 
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I  felt  her  slipping  from  my  arms, 

Each  day,  each  hour,  yet  naught  could  do ; 
I  grew  to  hate  the  tall  green  palms, 

The  sky's  unbroken  changeless  blue. 

I  watched  her  beauty's  fading  rose 

Its  petals  wither  one  by  one  ; 
Not  that  I  loved  her  less,  God  knows 

I  loved  her  for  herself  alone. 

And  yet  I  ceased  her  lips  to  kiss ; 

She  had  scant  breath  for  kissing  now ; 
I  think  her  soul  was  glad  for  this  : 

That  even  as  God  might  allow 

Our  love,  I  kept  it,  pure  of  touch, 
Save  only,  when  my  hands  would  cool 

Her  brows  if  burning  overmuch, 
With  water  from  the  desert  pool. 

I  drained  the  bitterness  of  love, 

Albeit  I  felt  there  had  begun 
The  purer  sweeter  way  thereof, 

Now  that  the  kissing  all  was  done. 
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It  seemed  that  with  the  outward  loss 
Of  loveliness,  she  gained  in  grace ; 

As  though  it  had  been  so  much  dross 
Upon  her  spirit's  fairer  face. 

I  saw  her  with  no  beauty  left 

Of  that  which  had  been  hers  of  old  ; 

With  her  shamed,  burning  brows  bereft 
Of  all  their  wanton  wealth  of  gold. 

My  trembling  fingers  scarce  had  strength 
To  do,  what  was  love's  last  despair ; 

No  head  had  ever  such  a  length, 
Or  depth  of  hyacinthine  hair. 

She  wept  a  little  for  her  shorn, 

Gold  tresses ;  twining  fevered  hands 

To  hide  her  naked  brows  forlorn 
Of  their  once  rich,  rebellious  bands. 

I  think  God  might  have  spared  her  this, 
Knowing  that  nothing  he  might  take, 

Could  change  my  love,  that  changeless  is, 
Deeper  for  her  lost  beauty's  sake. 
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She  had  such  little  pride  of  all 
Her  loveliness,  except  for  me ; 

Its  loss  I  know  she  counted  small, 
Beside  her  fallen  purity. 

Beneath  the  yellow  desert  moon 
She  dying  lay,  yet  would  not  die 

For  love's  dear  sake,  and  half  aswoon, 
Watched  me  with  dreaming  dovelike  eye. 

But  when  the  roseate  morning  brake, 
Flooding  the  wilderness  with  gold, 

I  called  her  and  she  did  not  wake ; 
I  touched  her  and  her  hands  were  cold. 

All  through  that  day  I  by  her  sat, 

All  through  the  next  long  lonely  night ; 

I  wove  her  hair  in  one  long  plait, 
And  twined  it  like  a  wreath  of  light 

About  her  brows — an  aureole, 

That  on  her  stainless  brow  shall  be 

In  that  far  city  of  the  soul, 
Whose  gates  shut  in  Eternity. 
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DAY    AND    NIGHT 

THE  day  is  thine,  on  which  thou  dost  deny 
Mine  eyes  their  joy  of  thy  beloved  face ; 

The  day  whose  hours  crawl  so  slowly  by, 
Counting  as  ages  in  my  soul's  disgrace. 

How  have  I  vexed  thee  to  be  used  so  ill  ? 

Save  that  I  love  thee,  and  must  love  thee  still. 

Thou  hast  the  day,  but  oh,  the  night  is  mine, 
When  thou  my  longing  canst  no  more  control, 

But  answerest  when  my  spirit  calls  to  thine, 
And  comest  to  the  sighing  of  my  soul. 

Ah,  thou  wouldst  hate  thyself,  if  thou  couldst  guess 

That  wanton  wandering  of  thy  loveliness. 

If  thou  didst  know  how  often  I  have  lain 
Fainting  between  the  lilies  of  thy  breast, 

And  kissed  thine  eyelids,  to  be  kissed  again, 
Thy  hair,  thy  lips,  thy  bosom's  sweet  unrest ; 

Kisses  too  real,  too  passionate  to  seem 

Only  the  phantom  sweetness  of  a  dream. 
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AUTUMN    LEAVES 

WITH  languid,  listless  eye, 

I  watched  the  loose  leaves  fly 

Beneath  a  wan  wet  sky 

Of  weary  cloud,  and  phantom,  fitful  gleaming. 
The  wind  had  left  off  screaming, 

And  now  was  scarce  a  sigh, 

Grown  pitiful,  and  thin, 

A  tired,  tearless  thing, 

Like  to  the  sobbing  string 

Of  some  sad  violin, 

Whereon  love's  fallen  finger  lingers  dreaming. 
And  I 

Fell  to  the  old  sad  dreams, 

To  thoughts  long  since  put  by, 

Lit  by  the  ghostly  gleams 
Of  Memory. 
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A   WOMAN'S   WAY   OF   LOVE 

Do  you  remember  that  still  sunset  hour 

In  the  enchanted  wood? 

When  I  in  raptured  mood, 

Was  by  the  mystic  flower 
Of  sunset,  and  your  lovely  presence  wrought 
To  touch  some  high,  and  unexpressive  thought 

Of  love,  and  how  you  brought 
With  mocking  laugh,  and  sudden  darkling  frown 

My  soaring  spirit  down, 

From  its  ecstatic  height, 

And  with  your  light 

Sweet  laughter,  turned  our  talk  from  grave  to  gay 
As  was  your  wilful  way. 

Will  any  other  love  you  as  I  did 

This  side  the  barren  grave  ? 

Or  give  you  what  I  gave — 
Dreams  deep  as  those  that  haunt  the  lilied  lid 
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Of  innocence  ?     But  these  were  not  your  ways 
You  loved  the  lesser  phrase 
Of  love,  the  common  speech 
Of  common  souls,  you  would  not  let  me  teach 
Your  beauty  its  true  loveliness,  but  chose 
Its  mean  ignoble  praise, 
That  counts  its  days 
As  doth  a  rose — 
Short-lived  as  summer,  with  as  swift  a  close. 
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A  SUNSET  ON   LAKE   REE 

THE  sun  was  setting  on  thy  lakes,  oh  Ree, 

Full  slow  and  sweet ;  the  wind  was  but  a  sigh, 

Soft  as  the  touch  of  dreams ;  tranquillity 

Filled  all  the  spaces  of  the  western  sky. 

It  seemed  an  hour  too  beautiful  to  die  : 

As  though  the  longed-  and  prayed-for  peace  had  come 

To  call  the  spirit  home, 

Wafted  on  airs  ineffable,  as  though 

The  world  must  cease,  and  Heaven's  trumpets  blow. 

I  stood  upon  an  island's  grassy  shore, 

And  at  my  feet  the  golden  flood  sank  deep ; 

While  ever,  more  and  more, 
The  sunset  spread  along  the  western  steep, 
With  hues  celestial,  and  light  aurore ; 

And  silence  fell  like  sleep  ; 
And  even  the  East  morn's  wedding  raiment  wore. 
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Oh,  it  was  ecstasy  to  stand  and  gaze 

On  the  resplendent  ways  : 
To  see  the  rose-tide  flood  pale  oceans  frore, 
And  green  lagoons,  and  violet  gulfs,  to  see 
Thy  waters  glass  their  lovliness,  oh  Ree, 
More  beautiful  than  they,  if  that  might  be. 

Thy  bosom  shimmered  in  the  lovely  light, 
A  sea  of  roses  ;  ne'er  was  such  a  hue, 
Of  tint  too  fugitive  for  mortal  sight 
To  hold,  or  speech  to  put  a  name  unto. 

And  evermore  it  grew, 
Until  it  lay  like  glory  at  my  feet. 

Ah,  then  it  had  been  sweet 
To  set  fair  sail  across  the  golden  miles, 
Seeking  the  far-off,  fortunate  blue  isles, 

Those  islands  of  the  blest, 
Whose  hills  are  peace,  whose  valleys  full  of  rest. 

And  thou,  my  sweet  companion  of  that  hour, 
Thine  eyes  were  windows  of  thy  heart's  desire, 
That  in  their  depths  blossomed  a  passion-flower, 
With  rose-red  core,  and  petals  tinct  with  fire. 
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We  seemed  the  breath  of  Heaven  to  suspire, 
And  spake  no  word,  although  our  souls  had  speech 
Of  things  too  beautiful  for  words  to  reach  ; 
And  like  flame  meeting  flame, 
Mixed,  and  one  soul  became. 
And  as  the  dying  sun  made  luminous 
The  secret  soul  of  Nature,  so  on  us 

It  fell  with  golden  light, 
Turning  our  finite  thoughts  to  infinite  ; 
Touching  our  dreams  to  music,  making  whole 
Our  love  in  beauty,  wedding  soul  with  soul. 
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TO   A   BEAUTIFUL   GIRL 

YOURS  is  no  common  loveliness,  nor  named 
In  any  page  of  beauty's  daily  book  : 

I  look,  and  look 
Upon  your  face,  until  I  am  ashamed, 

And  marvel  you  can  brook 

My  curious  glance. 
Is  it  by  happy,  or  unhappy  chance, 

That  I  whose  soul  is  steeped 
In  the  fair  written  pages  of  romance, 

Whose  heart  hath  leaped 

Beneath  the  spell 
Of  dead  enchantresses,  should  look  on  you — 

LA   BELLE 

DAME  SANS  MERCI,  romance  reborn  anew  ? 

Alas,  it  is  not  well ; 
You  are  of  that  enchantress  breed  that  comes, 

Once  in  a  hundred  years, 
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With  peril  for  the  hearts,  and  souls  of  men ; 

Dead  Circe  risen  again, 

Whose  touch  benumbs, 

Whose  feet  are  bathed  in  tears. 

A  hundred  paramours 
Look  their  dead  lust  from  those  strange  eyes  of  yours  j 

And  princely  fingers  twine 

Your  tresses  leonine ; 
Upon  your  lips  the  breath  of  kings  hath  been, 

And  Egypt's  dusky  queen, 

Half  serpent,  and  half  dove, 
Hath  taught  you  all  her  secret  ways  of  love — 

And  you  scarce  seventeen  ! 
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WHOSO   THIRSTETH 

SICK  of  the  world,  and  wearied  with  its  strife, 
I  turned  into  the  unfrequented  ways, 
And  said  :  "  Henceforward  I  will  lead  a  life 
Of  hermitage,  with  store  of  quiet  days, 
A  life  of  meditation,  and  deep  thought." 

Unheeding  that  I  brought 
No  practised  use  of  things  unspoiled,  and  sweet, 

To  furnish  my  retreat ; 
No  quiet  mind  to  fit  its  quietness  : 

I  was  companionless, 
Save  of  those  guests  that  uninvited  came, 
And  shared  my  board — the  blind,  and  halt,  and  lame, 
Even  those  grey  thoughts,  my  boon  companions, 
when 
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I  lived  as  other  men, 

Lived  as  the  brute  beasts  live,  and  thought 
no  shame. 

Debtor  to  sin,  and  surety  for  sorrow, 

I  thought  the  debt  discharged,  resolved  thus : 
No  more  from  those  twin  usurers  to  borrow, 

At  premium  high,  and  interest  ruinous. 
And  all  elate  I  waited  for  to-morrow, 
To  furnish  me  the  wherewithal  to  pay 

The  debts  of  yesterday ; 
Waited  in  vain,  for  every  morning  brought 
That  ruthless  pair,  to  pay  them  thought  by- 
thought 

Old  joys,  outworn  and  grey, 
Pleasures  long  flown,  at  their  expenses  bought. 

Where  should  I  turn  ?  to  Thee,  oh  Nature,  Thou 
Wert  round  me  in  my  quiet  hermitage, 
To  breathe  thy  balms  upon  my  fevered  brow, 
And  learn  my  soul  in  Beauty's  mystic  page. 
To  Thee  I  turned  then,  but  in  Thee  alas, 

90 


WHOSO   THIRSTETH 

I  found  no  consolation,  rather  was 
A  little  sadder,  gazing  on  Thy  face  : 
Feeling  in  me  no  answering  loveliness, 

To  give  Thee  grace  for  grace, 

No  spirit  self  to  dress 
Thy  beauty,  that  is  else  expressionless. 

I  saw  the  glory  of  the  setting  sun — 

Its  molten  rivers  run 
Their  liquid  gold  into  a  rose-red  sea, 

With  blessed  isles  inset — 

Opal,  and  violet, 
Moving  to  the  full  flood  of  ecstasy — 

The  soul  unstirred  in  me. 
I  stood  unmoved,  unbowed, 

Even  while  night's  vast  cloud —   . 

Auroral,  virgin,  proud, 
Blushed  roses,  and  dissolved  itself  in  light ; 

Aye,  even  while  infinite 
The  ocean  to  its  undiscovered  shore 

Spread  ever  more  and  more, 
Leaving  its  pearls,  the  stars,  on  Heaven's  blue  floor. 
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I  saw  warm  winds  unclose 

My  garden's  first  red  rose, 
Yet  had  no  thought  beyond  that  it  was  May  ; 

And  in  my  selfish  way, 

I  plucked  it  to  make  sweet 

An  hour,  ere  at  my  feet 
Unlovely,  like  all  else  I  touched,  it  lay. 

Is  there  in  Nature  then  no  healing  balm  ?' 
Not  for  the  heart  that  on  itself  doth  feed, 
And  lacks  the  inward,  spiritual  calm, 
Beauty  from  God's  own  manuscript  to  read, 
Aye,  I  was  dead  indeed, 
Till  on  my  blinded  sight 
Dawned  suddenly  a  light : — 
"  If  any  thirst,  let  him  come  unto  me." 
Then  felt  I  even  as  he, 
On  whom,  Damascus  near, 
The  heavens  opened  were  : — 
"  Soul,  soul  it  is  thyself  that  aileth  thee." 

Ah,  then  for  me  began  a  new  existence, 
The  soul  life,  strange,  and  sweet 
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For  still  I  heard  with  love's  divine  insistence, 

The  trumpet  call  repeat : 
"  If  any  thirst,  let  him  come  unto  me." 
Ah,  voice  that  in  its  volume  seemed  to  be 
Like  that,  which  shouteth  liberty 
In  prisoned  ears,  and  wakens  thus 
The  music  multitudinous 
Of  earth's  unfettered  spaces,  clarion  call 
To  light,  to  health,  to  home,  to  love,  to  all 

That  makes  life  living.     Now  for  me  my  days 
Empty  before,  were  full  to  overflowing, 
In  gladness  ever  growing  : 
Each  hour  that  came  and  went, 
Left  some  divine  content ; 
I  saw  the  sun  go  down  his  golden  ways, 
Not  as  before, 
With  spirit  numb,  and  frore, 
But  to  the  accompaniment 
Of  heavenly  harps,  and  saintly  singing  sweet, 
And  seraphim, 
And  cherubim, 
In  robes  of  light,  with  stars  upon  their  feet, 
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Sang,  as  in  jubilee  : 
"  If  any  thirst,  let  him  come  unto  me." 

As  one  arisen  from  sleep,  I  saw  unfurled 

The  beauty  of  the  world  : 

Spring's  first-born  daffodil 
Stirred  some  new  sense  in  me  so  wildly  sweet, 

As  made  my  heart  to  beat. 

My  very  soul  to  thrill, 
I  could  nor  look  upon  a  flower, 
But  felt  the  touch  of  some  celestial  hour ; 

A  rose's  breath  in  me, 

Stirred  now  an  ecstasy, 

A  sovereignty,  a  power 

New-born  of  purity : 
Oh,  love  I  thirsted,  and  I  came  to  thee. 

And  far  beyond  my  life's  confined  ways, 
I  looked,  and  saw  the  world's  unhappy  face, 
And  heard  its  tears, 

Breaking  against  the  adamantine  years ; 

And  in  my  heart's  new  sunlight  found  a  grace 
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To  brighten  sunless  days, 
To  lift  the  veil  from  eyes  that  cannot  see, 

And  into  the  deaf  ears 
Pour  forth  that  trumpet  sound  of  liberty — 
Aye,  even  in  the  world's  full  market-place 
"  If  any  thirst,  let  him  come  unto  me." 
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SANCTUARY 

AT  last,  oh  God,  at  last, 
I  come,  and  have  made  fast 

The  door,  lest  I 
From  my  one  refuge  fly. 

I  stand  before  Thee  dumb, 
Who  knowest  how  I  come — 

With  hands  forlorn 
Of  gifts,  in  raiment  torn, 

And  soiled,  unworthy  I 
To  approach  thy  Deity  ; 

With  stained  feet 
To  tread  this  pavement  sweet. 

Who  finding  all  else  naught, 
Thy  blessing  last  have  sought 

If  Thou  canst  bless 
Me,  whose  unblessedness 
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Alone,  alone  hath  bowed 
My  spirit,  long  so  proud, 
And  vaunted  great, 
Thine  alms  to  supplicate. 

Here  is  Thy  talent,  Lord  ; 
I  could  not  more  afford 
Than  not  to  spend 
What  Thou  to  me  didst  lend. 

The  things  that  it  would  buy 
Seemed  valueless,  and  I 

Had  other  store 
Whose  usury  brought  me  more 

In  the  long  daily  stress 
Of  the  world's  business  ; 

No  time  had  I 
To  do  thy  usury. 

I  had  my  work  to  do — 
Riches  to  add  unto 

Riches,  whilst  Thou 
Dost  no  such  gain  allow. 
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Doing  Thy  work,  I  feared 
Mine  own  should  go  uncared ; 

Nor  would  confess, 
Who  doth  Thy  business, 

His  business  doeth  too. 
Thou  takest  that,  I  knew, 

Thou  layest  not  down, 
Reap'st  where  Thou  hast  not  sown. 

Forgetting  who  doth  spend 
For  thee,  doth  only  lend 

At  interest  high, 
With  Thee  for  surety. 

Forgetting  too  my  debt 
Of  life  to  Thee,  Thy  let 

Of  all  my  wealth, 
My  bread,  my  strength,  my  health. 

Things  that  I  daily  took 
As  mine  by  right,  no  look 

I  upward  bent, 
In  thine  acknowledgment. 
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Nor  falling  on  my  knees, 
Gave  I  Thee  thanks  for  these ; 

To  my  own  brain 
Imputed  I  the  gain ; 

To  Thee,  the  loss,  my  sense 
Of  thine  omnipotence, 
Was  that  it  brings 
The  evil,  joyless  things. 

I  named  that  evil-starred, 
Which  my  own  hand  had  marred, 

Or  Thy  work  blamed, 
Who  all  things  perfect  framed. 

I  took  Thy  gift  of  love, 
The  virgin  bloom  thereof, 

And  with  my  lust 
Its  sweetness  turned  to  dust. 

I  took  Thy  gift  of  spring, 
The  earth's  fair  flowering, 

And  did  it  dress 
With  my  heart's  bitterness. 
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I  made  its  golden  grace 
Wear  my  thoughts'  winter  face, 

In  my  sad  verse, 
Its  loveliness  rehearse. 

I  took  Thy  rose,  ywis, 
The  sweetest  thing  that  is, 

And  unto  it 
My  saddest  songs  did  fit. 

Naught  found  I  fair  or  good, 
But  as  my  fickle  mood 
Gave  that  or  this, 
A  momentary  bliss. 

I  was  the  hub,  whereon 

The  whole  world  turned,  there  shone 

No  sun,  unless 
It  made  my  happiness. 

Nay,  more,  I  joined  the  cry 
Of  them  that  magnify 

At  thine  expense, 
Mankind's  intelligence. 
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That  call  the  tool  more  great 
Than  Him  that  did  create 

The  tool  and  all 
The  tool's  material ; 

Whereon  man  doth  but  spend 
The  brains  Thou  didst  him  lend, 

But  unto  it 
Can  add  no  little  whit. 

I  saw  things  that  did  seem 

Too  strange  for  aught  but  dream, 

And  swollen  with  pride  : 
"  There  is  no  God,"  I  cried. 

The  waves  of  space,  I  heard 
Articulate  man's  word, 

Like  lightning  hurled 
To  the  ends  of  the  world. 

I  saw  man  winged  with  space 
Outstrip  the  whirlwind's  pace : 

"  Lo,  God  is  dead, 
And  man  is  God,"  I  said. 
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And  if  in  this  belief 

I  found  no  heal  for  grief, 

Still  joy  had  I 
To  shout  my  parrot  cry. 

Albeit,  around  I  saw 

Proofs  of  Thy  changeless  law 

Which  saith  of  man — 
"  His  life  is  but  a  span." 

Whose  days  are  as  the  grass, 
And  like  to  shadows  pass, 
And  none  gainsaith, 
But  after  life  is  death. 

And  no  man  hath  the  power 
T'escape  the  appointed  hour 

On  great  and  small 
Death  lets  the  curtain  fall. 

And  after  death,  when  then  ? 
With  those  I  said,  amen, 

Who  man  deny 
His  immortality. 
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Albeit,  I  thus  forewent 
My  former  argument ; 

No  God  is  he 
That  wears  mortality. 

Who  though  he  kingdoms  have, 
Comes  beggared  to  the  grave, 

And  common  dust 
Is  into  darkness  thrust. 

Whose  work  like  unto  grass, 
But  yesterday  that  was, 

To-day  is  not, 
To-morrow  quite  forgot. 

Who  when  he  dies,  for  all 
His  power,  can  move  no  small, 

Nay,  not  the  least 
Earth  crumb  upon  his  breast. 

Oh  God,  by  what  sure  ways 
Dost  Thou  the  spirit  raise, 

And  make  to  see 
The  eyes  that  blinded  be. 
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By  what  sure  ways,  although 
Their  purpose  seems  so  slow, 

Ofttimes,  indeed, 
Away  from  Thee  to  lead. 

Thou  lett'st  the  wicked  heart 
Feed  on  itself  apart, 

Whilst  Thou  dost  sit 
With  eyes  avert  from  it. 

With  eyes  that  yet  can  see 
Its  growing  misery, 

That  on  the  bread 
Of  famine  feeds  unfed. 

That  drinking  its  accurst, 
Salt  tears,  is  still  athirst, 

And  fallen  ill, 
Its  sickness  feedeth  still. 

That  hath  no  loving  friend 
Its  helplessness  to  tend, 

Left  to  its  own, 
Society  alone. 
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Tis  then,  oh  God,  that  Thou 
Turn'st  Thine  averted  brow, 

Givest  thine  ear 
To  the  unuttered  prayer. 

Thou  dost  not,  with  just  pride, 
From  him  turn  Thee  aside, 

Who  last  of  all 
Upon  Thy  name  doth  call. 

But  knowing  his  mean  estate, 
Who  sittest  eternate 
'Mid  seraphim, 
Canst  deign  to  pity  him ; 

Canst  from  the  heights  above, 
Let  fall  the  dews  of  love, 

To  purge  his  sin 
With  heavenly  medicine. 

And  bring  him  by  degrees, 
To  the  unwonted  knees 

Of  childhood's  days, 
Daily  to  make  Thy  praise. 
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And  recreate  in  Thee, 
Make  him  creation  see 

With  eyes,  whereof 
The  restored  sight  is  love. 

With  eyes — so  long  confined 
To  his  dark  prison  mind — 

Now  filled  with  light, 
Eternal,  infinite. 

And  canst  unstop  his  ears 
To  the  wild  flood  of  tears, 

That  on  the  shore 
Of  life  breaks  evermore. 

Tears  that  were  yet  no  plan 
Of  thy  first-fashioned  man, 

Who  didst  create 
Him  to  a  high  estate. 

Not  coequal  with  Thee — 
How  shall  the  creature  be 

Coequal  peer, 
Of  his  artificer  ? 
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Of  the  eternal  thought, 
That  out  of  nothing  wrought 
The  world,  and  buoyed 
Its  weight  upon  the  void  ? 

But  yet  a  god,  until 

That  gift  of  Thine,  his  will 

He  used  amiss, 
And  lost  the  realms  of  bliss. 

Old  tales — I  hear  men  say, 
By  science's  bright  ray, 

A  stronger  light 
Has  dawned  upon  our  sight. 

There  is  no  God,  the  world 

Was  somehow,  somewhence  hurled, 

A  lifeless  place 
Upon  the  waves  of  space. 

And  life  somehow  arose 
Of  Nature's  secret  throes, 

Not  God-create, 
But  in  a  formless  state. 
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Yea,  from  a  single  birth 
Sprang  all  the  life  of  earth, 

From  one  small  cell 
The  whole  creation  fell. 

Mankind  its  manhood  draws 
From  evolution's  laws, 

Not  man  create, 
But  slow  from  state  to  state 

Evolved,  with  yet  some  shape 
Of  the  ancestral  ape ; 

But  one  degree 
Removed  from  apehood,  he. 

Evolved,  some  say,  no  less, 
Our  inner  consciousness, 
Reason,  and  mind, 
From  what  ?  still  undefined, 

Their  primal  cause,  although 
Science  is  crying  "  Lo, 

Here  is  the  key, 
The  riddle  read,"  but  we 
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Read  still,  and  are  no  whit 
Convinced  of  those,  who  fit 

Their  facts  to  suit 
Their  theories — barren  fruit. 

The  burrowing,  earth-blind  mole, 
How  can  he  piece  the  soul, 

Whose  atoms  are 
Brighter  than  sun,  and  star? 

How  with  his  weakly  sight, 
Look  on  the  infinite, 

With  vision  bound 
To  this  world's  narrow  round  ? 

Who  cannot  tell  what  are 
Of  any  little  star, 

Its  secrets,  known 
To  Thee,  oh  God,  alone. 

Who  knowest  why  men  weep, 
Why  evil  seems  to  reap 

Thy  harvest,  why 
Life  is  such  cruelty. 
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Oh  God,  I  take  on  trust 
Thy  truth,  who  my  poor  dust 

With  sparks  didst  dress 
Of  everlastingness. 

No  gift  to  Thee  I  bring, 
No  first-fruits'  offering, 

No  sacrifice ; 
Yet  wilt  Thou  not  despise 

The  contrite  heart,  and  meek, 
The  faltering  lips  that  speak 

Thy  holy  name, 
With  love,  and  fear,  and  shame. 
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LONG  ago, 
In  Turkestan, 
In  the  green  oasis  of  Samarkand, 

Made  fruitful  by  the  flow 
Of  thy  life-giving  waters,  Zarafshan, 

Love  took  me  by  the  hand, 
And  taught  me  all  of  joy  there  is  to  know. 

And  often  as  I  stand 
Reincarnated  in  some  alien  land, 

I  see,  as  in  a  dream, 

The  marble  city  gleam 

Amid  its  palm-tree  groves, 

And  hear  a  voice  like  love's 

Whisper  remembered  words  in  some  forgotten  tongue. 
Oh,  I  shall  never,  nevermore  be  young, 
As  I  was  then.     What  radiant  nights  were  those, 

On  which  we  danced  and  sung, 
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Hours  of  the  lute,  the  vine-leaf,  and  the  rose, 

With  love  to  crown  their  close, 
Grown  strangely  silent,  of  the  darkness  fain. 

Where  art  Thou  now, 
Beloved  of  my  soul  ?     Doth  youth  again 
Reincarnate  thy  loveliness  ?     Dost  Thou 

In  pleasant  Samarkand, 

Or  some  sad  alien  land, 
Remember,  with  the  almond  trees  ablow, 

How  once  in  Turkestan, 

By  winding  Zarafshan, 
We  loved  and  loved,  a  thousand  years  ago  ? 
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